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"THE OLD COMPRADORE’S GOGGLES 5 Siuer C.Pustride

‘¥ course,” remarked Sir
Arthur Dukelow, who had
recéntly been appointed
as commissioner of cus-

toms at the great port of Shanghai,
“the Chinese are not yet up to the
Buropean ue of sympathetic Inks,
or I should at once recommend that
the usual chemical tests be applied to
the letter. We often have to resort
to that in secret diplomatie corre-
spondence, you know.”

“Quite so,” replied the famous De-
tective Wang Foo, who was closeted
with him in the inner office of the
custom house, “but you see this na-
tive paper is not mized or stiffened at
all, and any acid or strong liquid ap-
plied to it would immediately destroy
its texture and we should thereby
lose our only chance of detecting the
criminal.” oL

“What would you suggest, then?

His visitor thought for a moment or
two, and then, taking out of his sleeve
a small magnifying glass, gave the
letter a careful examination. Laying
it down the table again and leaning
back in the large office chair, he an-
swered: “You are of course aware.
Rir Afthur, that Chinese chirography
has all the individual characteristics
of European penmanship—in fact, a
tolerably long acquaintance with both
languages leads me to say that it has
even mors. Our people cannot only
identify the person very easily from
his writing, but some become very
expert In delineating his character
from the various light and heavy
strokes which he makea with the
brush. They claim to do that in Eng-
land, too, do they not™

**Yes, I have seen some remarkable
Instances of it. Scotland Yard has, I
am told, several persons in its em-
ploy who make this a special study.”

*Well, I will ask you to do me the
favor to allow me to take the letter
away with me for a few days and sub-
mit it, in perfect confidence, to one or
two friends of mine who pride them-
selves on being expert fortune-tellers
in this particular line.™

*“It shall be as you say. Mr. Wang,”
and folding the letter up and replac-
ing it in its red native envelope, he
handed it over to him.

ow

* % * ¥
N te letter In question had

troubled the new commissioner
more than anything that had come to
his desk since his arrival in the port;
so much 8o, in fact, that he had de-
cided, after several conferences with

Inspeetor McArthur of the police, to
ask Mr. Wang Foo, who happened to
have to come up from Hong Kong and
help them in the solution of the mys-
téry, which up to the present had
completely baffled the offeials at
Shanghai. The mystery was really
threcfold, viz: First, who was the
wtiter? Second, why had he sent it?
Third, how had it come into the In-
side of a strorgiy locked desk? For
when the office boy handed the eom-
missioner his Chinese mail just before
tiffin. the latter had counted them over
carefully and they were just eight in
number. He laid them together In a
little pile on the center of his blotter
—intending to open and read them on
his return—carefully locked his roli-
er top desk and went down to the
cluby, telling the aged and very sleepy
boy on duty that he would be back in
the course of an hour, and that In the
meantime no oné was to be admitted
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to the room. When he ecame back
_and opened his desk, what was his
astonishment to find her let-
ter had been added o the eight al-
ready there and that they had been
resofted and ully arranged In
three ,?nea of ex three letters
each! Not only this, there was a
peculiar method in tle arrangement,
which indicated at @ villain, who-
ever he was, 4 placed them

there by chance or accident.
The cénter pile was exactly hori-
sontally and lel 26 the edge of

the desk, while tha on the right
and left side, aly, sloped up
at an angle whic ¢ them corre-
m:-nd to thha M-t! ~of an
octagon-—thu# outli the “Pak
Kwah™ or “The li:ﬁg%ﬁcﬂnma" the
most famous of all the symbols in the
Chinese mythology.

“Well, there Is eertainly method
in this madness!” exc¢laimed Sir Ar-
thur, as he rang thé bell for the

a have come this reom side
while T go tifin™ he asked of the
“boy” (a8 he ecalled him, though his
age must have been very near sixty).

“My ¢an s-¢lufe mo Mman comee dis
side, my havee sit dis chair all
times.” was the immediate response.

“When I go tiffin, have got eight
plecee letter in my desk side—when I
come back have got nine plecee! How
fashion that, eh? You come look see’™

The boy turned his eyes toward the
desk where the three piles of letters
lay as yet undisturbed—one glance
wids enough, throwing both hands up
into the air, he cried: “Pak Kwah'
Pak Kwah! (The Eight Diagrams!
The Eight Diazrams!) B’longee joss-
pldgin. No Chinee man he do so
fashion. My talkee tlue, one piecee
joss hab’ comee dis side do dis”

“In other words, then,” samiled the
commissioner., “you and I have come
to the same conclusion, namely: it is
either ghost or joss, which practical-
1y amounts to the same thing”

“The or joss™ solation, how-
ever, was very far from satisfying
the mind of Inspector MeArthur, who

ed it as simply a plece of na-

tive Iainy, with a little » rati-
:anwrﬁ:n in—or ntlt" over
@ STugar on a e,” a8 he
felioitously expressed it. just to head
off any inquiries on the part of the
the S same opinion, aeven thly;IE
very e ou
he had asked that the lettars be re-

on the desk In exasctly the

porition in which they were found.

l‘t-‘n made velly careful notes of
all.

* % % &
LTHOUGH the MacPherson® had
bDeen already two seasons in
Shanghal, this was really the first
time they had ever been honored
with an invitation from the Hunt
Club to go on one of their famous

runs over the country. It wasn't be-
cause Miss Florence lacked an ap-
preciation of this most glorlous far-
eastern sport. but simply because
her devoted and overcareful mamma
had declared that she didn't propose
to have her only daughter risk her
dear life on the back of one of those
“awful Mongolian ponies.” This au-
tamn, however, she had finally been
fnduced to give her consent, but only
upon the repeated assurance of Dr.
Holloway, the American consul, that
he would himaelf select and try out
the pony heforehand and have his
own daughter (who was reputed to
be one of the best and most fearless
riders in China) g0 on a preliminary
run or two with the creature before
the day of the hunt. EFo the after-
noon of the November “meet” found
Mise Florence recurely mounted on
Miss Holloway's favorite pony and
galloping over the fields ag freely
and easlly as if she were back on her
grandfather's old farm (n Vérmont.

“How well you ride, Miss Mac-
Pherson: why, you're nn more a
‘griMin’ than your pony is'" exclaimed
young_ Anthony Lowder of the Mara-
time Custome as he drew up along-
side and politely doffed hia racing
CAD.

“Well, you know it isn't the first
t'me that I was on a horse's bark,
Mr. Lowder, and. after all. 1 don't
believe these Mongoiian animals are
really a2 bit harder or more danger-
ous to break in than many a plain
New England colt”

“I don’t think =0, either.” replied
the young ofMicer, an they both slowed
down their gait and gave thelr ponles
& chance to get thelr wind again.
“By the way, excuse my asking. but
is your mother riding. too, this after-
noon?"

" “Mother! Why. you must be out of
your head, Mr. Lowder, to ask such a
question. Mother' She would no
more trust hermelf In one of these
saddles than she would in a balloon.
No. indeed, she i8 probably on the
consular veranda sipping Mrs Hollo-

way's deliclous tea and wondering
whether 1 am ever coming back
aliva®

“No' Not really?”’

“Yes, indeed. she is, and even if this
c=eatura doesn’'t throw me intn a
ditch or a Chinese canal, she s quite

positive that some bandit or pirate

lightful oriental way. Now, you don’t

do you?"
be for the

replied the
who

lier—which 1 trust will
rest of the afternoon,”
courteous young Englishman,

time they met.

The conversation, as they rode
along together, became more and
more interesting—in fact, so much so
that ere either of them realized it
their ponies had wandered quite away
from the scent and they found them-
selves sufldenly at the entrance of a
little village where a funeral pro-
cession with gongs and firecrackers
was just passing out. The noise and
racket startled the ponies and fright-
ened them so that the riders were
utterly unable to eontrol them and
they bolted in opposite directions,
Miss Florence clung bravely to the
reins and saddle and didn't propose to
be thrown if she could help it.
tunately there weére no canals

ed, and after crossing a half dozen

really think there is any risk of that, tion of the second, when it announced

“Not as long as | am your gay cava- |

was being more strongly drawn to |
his new American acquaintance every |

THE ONLY OBJECT VISIBLE THROUGH THE OPENINGS WAS THE

off to a Blue Beard castle and there Goggles' shall find them and bring
be tortured or murdered in some de-| them back.”

The Daily News gave the explana-

the disappearance of young Mr. Low-
der, and a confidential interview
with Sir Arthur in his private office
revealed the first, when he confessed
to the great detective that serious |
thefts of the most wvaluable opium
{or . “golden earth™) had recently
taken place from the customs pier
in the most unaccountable manner.
Now what possible connection could |
there he between the two? Only
this, viz.: that some desperate and
skillful thieves, having succeeded in
abstracting the opium from the Blore-
room on the pier and fearing detee-
tion, had delinerately kidnaped the
custome officer whose duty it was
to guard it! Such was the inevitable |
conclusion to which the inspector of |
police had come when the facts were |
made known to him. |

On the other hand, there were three
things agalnst this: First, Mro. Low-
der was not one of the guarda on the

For- | pierand had nothing to do with protect-
or | ing the opium except as the ?_ihlpplrlg
ditches in the direction she was head- |papers, etc, passed through his hands

in the office. Second, there could not

OLD BRICK HOUSE.
POSSIBLE THAT THE TWO LOST TREASURES WERE REALLY THERE?

the pier and of the three native
guards who watched over the opium

storeroom. They appeared to be most |

faithful to their duty. No one was
allowed to approach within ten feet of
the gate and no sampan was permit-
ted to touch that side of the pler—
vet balls of the mest precious opium
had several times disappeared from
that very room during the night. How
had it happened? He watched and
waited, and this is what his trained
eves saw: From across on the Poo
Tung side of the river a little low
rraft put out and headed for the mid-
dle of the stream. Four paper lan-
terns hung from its seides and from itse
bamboo on its bow a string of fire-
crackers crackled and flashed, while
the notes of a tiny brass gong floated
across the water.

“Thare cmes the ‘joss boat' over to
this side!” he heard the foreign po-
liceman eay to a passing sailor,
“that’'ll be good luck for the incom-
ing tide.”

“They sure are great believers in
that sort of thing, now, ain't they?”
was the ack-tar's reply, as he rolled
along the sidewalk.

“C"hang Wang Lai! Chiang Wang
Lai! Hai Kwrah Ma Tow Ching Foo!”

COULD IT BE

diminutive farms she found herself
on the old Pagoda road and going
rapidly back to the settlement. The
“gay cavalier,” however, Wwas not
quite so fortunate. His mount darted
across the neighboring fields and in
a few moments reached the edge of
Pagoda creek, where, stopping sud-
denly at the -ll{txer:r bank, he tried
to keep from sliding down into the
water, but the incline was too steep
for him and the animal and they
both relled over to the very edge of
the stream. The pony., by & tremen-
dous effort, struggied out of the pre-
dicament and, freed from his burden,
started on a beeline for the town,
leaving his helpless rider bleeding
and unconscious in the mud

Fortunately—or nnfortun:tely‘ as
the case might be—the accident®was
not unobserved. Two coolles, bearing
heavy burdens on their bamboos,
were just starting to cross the neigh-
boring stone bridge, and dropping
their loads, hurried to his assistance.
They picked him up and carried him
up onto the roadway. After a few
moments’ consultation, they decided
to take him to the only shelter in
the vicinity, which happened in this
case to be an old brick house ahout
a hundred yards away and directly
at right angles to the bridge. (Thie
structure, by the way, was one of
those old double arches, #0 common in
that part of China, and rejoiced In
the euphonious title of “The Dragon's
Eyes.”) They knocked at the door,
which, after a short delay, was opened
very cautionsly by the aged occupant
of the dwelling,

“Well, what have you there?” was
the somewhat anxlous inquliry.

“An injured foreigner whom we
picked up on the bank of the creek.,”
was the reply.

“Ah! A rider, I gee”"—pointing sig-
nificantly to his boote and epurs.
“Why do you not take him back to
the foreign city? I do not want him
here. It merves him right for reck-,
lessly destroying our fields the way
they do.”
2+*Lao Ye Chuin Tse poo chi yiu shio,
tak tan Tse yueh, lien ming yin tlen
mang! (Venerable father, that ‘'the
superior man is not a utensil’ we all
know, but the Master sald: ‘Mercy
brings the reward of Heaven!")

The apt quotation from the sacred
classics produced its usual magleal
effect upon the native mind, and the
old man admitted them and had them
place the Englishman on the rough
straw couch while he produced the
customary tea and pipes. As Lhey
left he drew out of hir girdle two
short stirings of brase cash and—to
their utter surprise and dellght—
handed the money to them with
these worde: “In the name of all
the Buddhas, see that vou mpeak of
this to no man. Keep it a profound
secret, for If it bhe known that he
who dwells by "The Dragon's Eves'
is sheltering the foreign tramplers
of our fields, the vengeance of all
the nelghborhood will come down
upon my head.

* % ® %
THE contents of tha mysterioums let-
ter which the commissioner had
entrusted to Wang Foo, and which
the latter was examining carefully
in his little upper room in the bas-
ketmaker's home, were as follows:

“Two losses vr‘[ll be yours and two

valued treasures will disappear—the
golden earth and he who guards it'

“You will search for them far and
near, but you will search in wain.
The sacred Buddhas will hide them

have been any prearranged kidnap-
ing, for it was perfectly evident from
Miss McPherson's testimony that his
pony had run away with him at the
paper hunt in the country. Third, the
thieves would not have been foolish
enough to go to the trouble of an-
nouncing the facts to the customs and
of suggesting a solution by means of
“The Old Compradore's Goggles."

“Now, would they, Mr. Wang?' In-

quired Sir Arthur.
“Probably not, had they been Euro-
peans, but being Chinese—which all
these circumstances most conclusively
show them to have been—that is ex-
actly what they would have done.
Mystification is always part of their
program; there seems to be a subtle
fascination about it which they can't
resist.”

“But the letter is written in the
future tense. You see It says, ‘will
disappear,’ although it Iz put into my
desk forty-eight hours after the rob-
bery and the kidnaping have taken
place. Now, how do you account for
that?"

Wang Foo hesitated for a moment
or two and then replied: “Oh! Thht
is only a skillful deception, intended
to frighten you and make you think

it was all planned out beforehand.
They often do that.”
“Will, what is your conclusion as

far as vou have gone?”’

“l am anly willing to say this at
present, Sir Arthur, and I do not
wish to have it go beyond the privacy
of this office, 1 believe that there has
been a ‘row among thieves' as they
say, and that a fight has taken place
over the division of the spoils. The
disappointed parties are determined
to expose their riyals to you and the
Luthorities, but instead of doing it
directly, as Europeans would do, they
are golng about it in this roundabout
manner. Now, hearing of the dirap-
pearance of a customs employve, they
nre trying to make vou helieve that
they kidnaped him in revenge, and
8o when you catch them, they willl
have to suffer for a double ecrime,
don’'t you seq?"

"And what do you think it meant by
"The Old Compradore's Goggles?” I
that also a blind?”

“Ferhaps.”

“Is there any kind of A magnifying
Elars that the natives use that bears
that name, or do you recall any allu-
slon in the classice in those worda?
I know how very fond they are of this
sort of thing.”

"I shall have to put on my think-
Ing eap replied his visitor, as he
rose to go. ‘“‘There are plenty of ‘old
compradores’ in Shanghal, and they
undqumndly have plenty of ‘old gog-
Eles'—perhaps we shall nd n pair
that fits this particular case.”

The “thinking cup” which Wang
Foo put on that same evening would
nardly have been recognized by the
commissloner—or. indeed, by any of

ia friends—for it wa® a complete and
perfect disguise. He had entered his
house as a Chinese gentleman and he
had emerged later on ar an ordinary
jin-rickrhaw coolie, having hired the
outfit and the vehicle for double the
entire evening's fare. He turned down
the broad Nanking road and, passing
Blowly along the Bund, reached at
length the rickshaw-stand just be-
yond the curtoms pler. Here he de-
rosited his vehicle and, after having
refreshed himself with an oil-cake
purchaged from the old woman at the
gate. he coiled himself up between
the shafts and pretended to doze away
while awalting his customers,

The great customs clock struck “9,”

from your mortal gase; only he who
Rk Compradomsis

v\

“10" and 11" before anything occur-
red to awaken ):('l).- curlosity, From

Fd

-
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}
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said the guards on the pier.
River King is coming!
King is coming! He will blegs the
customs pier!”) He saw it come
nearer and nearer until it touched the
pier and stopped right in front of the
8toreoom. It then swung around and
made fast, with the stern several feet
under the flooring.

The old priest on board greeted the
guards, rattled off a lot of blessin
lo them, beat his brass gong and engz
ed up by setting off another pack of
firecrackers for which he reaped his
reward in a shower of brass cash
which was liberally thrown into the
boat. He finally pushed off and start-
ed to scatter further blessing along
the river bank—but not until the oth-
er priest concealed in the stern had
had time to pen the trapdoor skill-
fully cut in the floor of the wharf and
to remove from the storerocom three
balls of Patna opium (worth almost
their welght in gold) gnd stow them
away under the floatiffg shrine of the
River King! That was the conclusion
of jin-rickshaw coolle No. 946—other-
wise known as Wang Foo—who
watched the whole proceedings from
his vantage ground, and his conclu-
8lon was absolutely correct, even
though he was only using his natural
eyes and had not put on “The Old
Compradore's Goggles.”

® % %k %

u*Y'ES! This is the exact spot where

we separated; 1 remember (it per-
fectly,” sald Miss McPherson, as the
searching party drew up at the en-
trance to the village where the ponies
had been frightened. “He must have
gone right off in the opposite direc-
tion.”

“"We had better divide into four
parties here, then,” said Maj. Camp-
bell of the volunteers, who wus
directing the movements, “and scour
all these fieids thoroughly tor hoot-
prints—though 1 must confess it's
awlully hard to trace them In this
mud—and we will meet agaln at the
old stone bridge they call 'The Lrag-
on's Eyes,""

“Right you are, major,” answered
the consul, who wae acling as Miss
McFPhersgon's escort.

“What do you think can have hap-
pened to him?"' she asked, more dis-
tressed than ever at thelr apparent
failure.

“Well, he may have crawled away,
fainting, and be lying on the edge of
one of these flelds "

“Poor man! He might be dead by
this time. Oh! 1Us tov awful to think
about.”

“But 1 still feel very sure that some
natives have found him and have con-
cealed him in their home,”

“Why, they surely would came and
tell us if they had, wouldn't they?"

“They might and they might not,
you see; they are B0 queer and super-
stitious that they might do the very
opposite thing.”

The parties searched until nightfall
and finally were obllged to return to
the settlement with the object still
undiscovered. Yes, they returned, but
not all—for one rider on a very slow
and old-fashioned Chinese pony stayed
behind and resolved to spend the night
in the country. Wang Foo came to a
1ittle village not far from “The Drag-
on's Eyes,” where no one knew him or
connected him with the egearching
party for the foreign rider.

“It is far to the great city, is it
not?' he inquired,

“Aye, It is fully thirty ‘1I’
here,” an old fur;n;:r anawered,

“l Am _weury with my journey, and
#o i my steéd. If you will permit

("The
The River

from

| ing with you and reward you in the
| morning.

“It shall be as the two vemerable
| grand ones say." So, with the consent
of the aged grandparthts, he made
ready to spend the night. E

The moon was almoit at the full,
and being near the feast of All SBouls,
the children were allowed to roam
about wi.h their torches and little
\lanterns until far past the hour of

bedtime. An inclination, stronger

than he realized, came to him to fol-
| low a little party of them out toward

“The Dragon's Eyes," and seated by
ltha roadside, he watched them as

they played.

Two of them ran over the bridge
and stood directly opposite it where
the creek made a sudden turn, while
two of them stood on this side and,
| bending low, waved _their lanterns
, through the arches to their compan-
iona.

“What do you call this game,” he

asked.
“Oh!" they replied, “we call it
‘Kwan Lao Tai Pan Ching Tse’'

Haven't you ewer seen it before?"

Wang Foo started up suddenly and
running down to the bank where they
stood, looked through the arches of
the old bridge. The reflection in the
water made the two perfect circles
of one of thg old “spectacle bridges,”
and so they called the game "Looking
T]hmugh the Old Compradore's Gog-
gles.”

He took one more glance—the only
object wvisible wag the old brick
house! Could it be possible that the
two lost treasures were really there?

He waited until the children were
gone and then slipped quietly up to
the door—there could be no mistake—
it was Anthony Lowder's voice!

It would have been folly to have
attempted the rescue alone. He hur-
ried back to the village. “The moon
is 8o clear, T have decided to try to
reach the city,” he said, and saddling
the old pony, he whipped him into
his utmost speed and never Etopped
until they reached the gate of the
American coneulate.

How the reacue party was qulekly
made up: how by midnight ‘they
reached “the Old Compradore's Gog-
gles”: how they released Mr. Lowder,
whom they found tied hand and foot
to a bamboo bed; how they arrest>d
the old man and took hjim to the eity;
how they dsicovered the hiding place
of the stolen opium in the inner room
—all this was told in a leading article
in the Daily News, hut it still re-
mained for Wang TFoo to unravel!
some of the inner connections be-
tween the blessings of the river king
and the mygterious letter in the com-
missloner's desk.

* kx k *

“YOU Americans are certainly the

most adaptable creatures in the
world,"” gaid a cheerful young patient
in room No. 6 of the Shanghal Hos-
pital to a nurse who brought him the
good news of his early release. “Why,
Miss McPherson, there doesn't seem to
he any role you can't play, and play
most successfully. Now who would
have thought of your disguising your-
selfl as a nurge?”

“Disgnise?’ she said, with a amile,
as she started to rearrange the flow-
ers that ome mysterious friend had
placed on the table by his side. “Why,
this isn't a disguise; this is simply
putting on my old uniform again."

“Your ‘old uniform—Why, vou don’t
mean to say you've ever done it be-
fore?"

“Done it before! Oh! so I look and
act like an amateur. do I, then?" with
a quizzical point that suggested some
little hurt feelings.

“No, no, not at all—you don't under-
stand—I mean—that is "

*“That 18, you haven't seen my little
gold badge. That cross and shield ir
the proof of my two years' training In
old St. Luke's, in Philadelphia."

“Why, how did you come to do
that?"

“Oh, T just had a feeling that 1
would like to be practically helpful
to some one in this world some time—
you know you never can te|ll when
vyou mayv be needed, and I thought I
should like to be ready.”

“And you certainly were needed
here. I don't believe I should have |
been out of

from Guy's had continued dropping

here for another two
weeks if that rosy-cheeked r-renturel

her 'hs' all over my floor. She means
well, poor soul, but it made me nerv-
ous trying to pick them up after her.
But it was awfully good In you to
come and help a fellow out this way.
b § don‘t"know how I am to thank you

“Don’t try to thank me, just accept
my little penance, and"—she leaned
over him and took his right hand In
hers and held it for a moment—"you
know all good people have to do pen-
ance some time. Just tell me that I
am forgiven.”

Penance? Forgiveness?'—he held
the hand and wouldn't let it go now—
“why, Miss Florence, what do you
mean?"

“Why, it was all my fault, that run-
away, wasn't it? If I hadn't been
with you that pony would never have
bolted, would he?”’

‘“Well. perhaps not, but then, you
wee, If he hadn’t bolted. why vou and
I would not be here now, would we?’

“No, I suppose not: we might just
bhe dranking tea at one of wyour
awdtully. stiff English afternoons,
and——'

“And then we tshouldn’t be alone,
should we, Florence?’ (Naughty hoy
he, to just drop the “Miss" before his
nurse’'s name In this way without
glving her any preliminary notice.)

“Alohe?"

“Yes, and I shoulgn't be ahle to
tell you that T really am deeply re-
ligious—thodgh T may not look it—
and a profound believer in a lifelong
penance? )

“But T don't want to be a nurae
and stay in this hoepital all my life."
fhe gently protested.

"No, no; not in this hospital: but
just in thiz dear old land of China, as
the wuardian angel of a heartsick
patient, you see?”

“And in memory of the event
which brought it about, they would
certainly call it ‘a runaway match,’
wouldn't they?"

“Who cares If they do?' was his
reply, ag he drew her nearer to him.

And eo it came to pasa that when
Mr. Anthony Lowder of the imperial
maritime curtoms left the inetitution
A few days later the nurse who as-
risted him Into his Jlinrikisha wore
on the third finger of her laft hand
a sparkling decoration that was not
atrietly a St. Luke’'s Horpital badee!

"“Yes,” remarked Wang Foo. in his
closing interview with the commis-
eioner before his return to Hong-
kong, the ties of family relationship
are Still very strong in CChina. Now
who among the FEuropeans would
have thought that vour office boy and

0ld Wang., the receiver of stolen
goods, and the assistant priest of
the River King were all brothers

and all mixed up in the same family
ame?"

"Quite true,” remarked Sir Arthur,
*and who would have suspected that
same gleepy old office boy of mine
of having energy enough—or even
braing enough—to make a duplicate
key to my desk?"

“Or, again, who would have Ssue-
peeted the guards on the pier of
being foolish enough And careless
enough to allow the River King's
harge to tie up right under the
oplum?"”

“But how could a younger hrother,
under the gtriet ruleg of the Con-
fugian ethics, ever bring an accusa-
tion against an elder one? Is not
that a most serious violation of the
teaching—in fact, a crime?"

“Ah, you Eee, that iz just the point.
That {8 where he ‘saved his face,' as
we Chinese say; he didn’'t really ac-
cuse him—he merely suggested that
we ‘look through the goggles,” and
g0 he freed himself and shifted the
responsibility to our shoulders.”

“And why did he call the old
hridge '"The Compradore's Goggles?"'

“Why, s8imply because that is a
popular country name for it, and
his brother, vou see, had once been
B compradore and had worn 8such
goggles for years.”

“What an ingenious play
words!"”

“Yes, China is full of that sort of
thing, and it means far more than
the foreigners realize. He knew that
if we stooped down and looked
through the old arches we should see
juet that old house—and that was
the very place where the opium was
concealed. And then, perhaps, he
recalled that famous old saying of
the c¢lassics:

“Looking through the erystal spheres,

One cAn gase vpon the hidden treasures.'

on

' AROUND THE CITY

ENTEEL, middle-aged men are
not addicted to selling news-
papers on etreet corners, but

. there are always exceptions.

And it is the exception that counts.
His averagely good clothes were well
brushed, the shine of his shoes was
assertive and on his face
1t was the grim repression of it

that made a passing woman pause to
buy a paper, though 8he had just fin-
ished her own humble share in its ma.k:-
ing, and to stand back where he couldn't
gee her, that she might find out
whether or not he was making good.
You see, you can't afford to miss a
chance for helping out an obvlously
#1ast stand” case, like that, because
of the reproach you would feel If you
woke up next morning and read of a
tragedy that you might have averted,
And d4id not. And after she foun
that people were buying and buying,
she went to where she belonged with
2 fresh luster in her conviction that
this is ¢ e bleased, ?od world—ex-
cept sometimes—and that the millen-
nium that cynies have their doubts
about is already lying around every-
where, like the misfit pieces of & jg-
saw puzzle, If only we could shape
it into a perfect whole.

One has to consider, of course, the
injustice to friend newsie, who was
that much out, financially, because of
an older competitor. That is the mis-
fortune of not behing nth!a to fit the

w leces together yet.
Jiglﬁ?.ll.. anyhow, this lsn't about news-
fes, It 18 just to tell of a middle-
aged man with a sensitive face, who
for some reason, which is entirely
his own affair, waa selling papers on
the corner the other afternoon.

And making good, Lord love him.

* ¥ * *

SOM‘F} boys were playing soldiers.

There was a drum and a squeaky
fifo, and as they paraded by—flag in
front and a make-believe tank bring-
Ing up the rear—an anclent man who
was watching from the curb sald to
another man who chanced to be next:

“I marched down this Avenue like
that at the close of the civil war, over
fifty years ago. My first visit here
gince then.”

The native registered good-natured
interest:

“You must have found everything
changed, air.” i

“Not everything, son. Same old flag.

h % ok Xk

PROFESSOR who I8 a member of

the faculty of a quite famous
university took his tiny son to Beec an
uncle he had never met. The boy Was
socially willing to snuggle into the
arms of his handsome new relative,
but when it came to Kissing:

“You mustn't do that. Don’'t you
know you have not germs, and that I
have got germs?”

It sounded like childish precocity,
but it wasn't. Tt was scientific knowl-
edge of the sort the father deals in
and which the baby mind had ab-
gorbed from grown-up talks. And yet
that professor was Innocent enough
to be shocked at little son’s beha-
vior.

S0 many parents are that way.

% %k X X

WELL tailored young fellow

breesed from the sunny street
into the twilight of an elevator. All
that he could see back of him was
an indefinite figure in a black skirt.
A skirt stands for gsex, and in
deference to the probable peachlness
of the wearer, the young man
whipped off his green felt and spiked

his clgarette, . .
vy the ‘t’lme the

levator

customed to the subdued light, took
notice that the woman was ri‘nrely an
every day woman of 'umphy age.

The young man put on Eln hat and
tr:utak a pecretive puff at his cigar-
elte.

At the third floor a pretty girl got
on.

The young man whipped off his hat
and spiked his cigarette.

All of which is to say that while a
man has a perfect right to keep on
his hat in an elevator if he wants to,
there are some things he may not do
and keep on being a man.

x % % &

THE little brown man who wsells
balloons has been invadea by an

American rival. Bhe materialized the

other afternoon at Tth and the Avenue

with a shower of gay balla—Dblue,

d|red and yello—bodbing above her in

the sunshine llke ®0 many Aladdin
Jewels on a spree.
Personally, her gingham Apron, blue
okle and the white yarn nubia tur-
aning her head upset the dlctgm
that AmericAns are hot picturesque,
but the bif interest of the thing lay
in the shihe of her eyes and the
jubilance of her whole face—never
hmlndtth’:u ;;&nkleb—u she mold off
er stoc a qui -
u#c o ho‘t' uken? ckness character
or, children dear, it takes a brave
adventurer to fight the wolf with no
better weapon than a string of fool-
ish toys==provided you know about
the wolf, and have ever almost—al-
most—felt the sharp white of his

teeth. NANNIE LANCASTER.
Pretty Lamp Shade of
Paper and Chintz

A novel idea in decorating lamp

shades s the uss of bright-colored
designs cut from chintz and placed
on durable white paper used as the
foundation fer the shade. When
transparent paper I8 used for the
body of the shade only those colors
that readily trgnemit light should
be umed for the decorations, such as
orange, pale, rose and delicate yel-
lows and greens. If you want the
shade to serve particularly as a day-
light ornament, opaque paper will
be the best choice for the founda-
tion, then the designs may be of a
less tranSparent color. Thea effect

of the richly colored chinte figures
against the solld background of the
shade is very striking. A cylindrical
shaped shade for the foundation is
easy to make. A long rectangle of
the proper proportions is all that is
necessary for a pattern.

Chintz makes an excellent decoras
tive material becauss the character
and the variety of the patterns fur-
nieh all kinds of tigures that can be
out out. The decorative scheme may
be a ring of scarlet birds, a band
of vellow butterfiiee or lowera grace-
fully arranged in knots or garlands.
Geometrical figures placed in regular
patterns affo a more precise dec-
oration. There is no end to the pic-
tures that can be made by combining
various small figures into groups. Oc-
casionally a mtheme of decoration
may call for a certain figure not
easily to be found in chintz. In that
case cut the desired flgure from a
picture and use the pattern thus ob-
tained to cut the real figure from
plain chintz. When npplﬁrtng a dec-
oration care should be taken to close
the design where the two ends meet
in such a way that the jolning will
not be meen. Fixtures for holding
the shades in place can be bought

had «ut little cosl pr made at home from
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Lardner Applies for a
“Master Mind” Position

R. W. G. HARDING, Dear Sir:

It looks like my name was

amist the also rans in the

race for cabinet positions

and wile I am disappointed, still and
all T realize Lthey was only 10 johs to

“ON THE FIRST PLACE, OF
COURSE, I WOLLD TEND TO YOUR
CORRESPONDENTS AND KEEP
YOUR PANTS PRESSED, AND AN-
SWER THE PHONE."

appt. I have heard of 3 or 4 of them
and I suppose you have too and know
something about them., but if I was

By Ring W. Lardner.

too busy learning English, but any
way he thinks that ambassadors from
Europe could make us understand
theair affairs better if they could tell
us about them in their own language.

Well, Mr. Harding., when the dif=-
ferent  ambassadors come to the
White House to see you | would go

give out and a couple 100 unemployed | to the door and greet them in thelr
hollering for them and you figured I |°OW0 tongue like for inst © = .
- he kind that 3 ! Bon  Jour Mons. Franoe, or.
wasn't the n at would yelp if [“Wis (iehts Herr Liverwurst® or
you turned me down as I can make | "How ban every little ting.” and they
) w | Would think T understood their lingo
{14

a liveing some other way sn 1 don't and if they wanted tn harrow money
blame you for what has came off. {or have us help them fight somebady
Of the men who you are going to {1hey would say it in {erman, or
Swade, or French and save us trouhle
land money, because 1 wouldn't know

'..“m | what they was talking about
yju| | 1 don’t suppoge you will have much
trouble now with women pickets out-
 2ide the yvard, but if any of them does

| bang around and bother us, why, I am
| a past master in petting rid of wnm.-rz

LAl

1 generally half to do is go an

| 8¢t down by them

| garage

I woulid play go!lf with vou and keep
| score. and 1 believe 1 could save you
‘many a stroke and 1 would go to

vaudeville with you once a wk. and
keep tickling vyou in the ribs so as the
reporters eould say you seemed to
enjoy the show and laRughed heartily,
and when company droepped in in the
evenings 1 would bring out my d4dif-
ferent musical instruments and see
that nebody stayed late. 1 would be
your Major Domo and your Col. House

and about all as you would half to
do would be to hrush your own teeth »
and get your pictures taken.
* % % %
HAT is a outline of my conception

of the secy. job and not only that
but mayhe my Mra could come along
and cook for you and a= for referenoes
she has only worked in one family
gince ghe atarted, witch speaks for (t-
gelf. 1 can assure you she throws a
mean waflle iron and is what I eall
painfully neat and clean. 1 and her
could fix up liveing quarters over the
anid she would be matisfied

with every Thursday and every other
Sunday P. M. off.

Now Mr. Harding T don’t know what *

Mr. Tumulty has heen getting but 1
will come for the game money, though

you 1 would get the govt printing of coarse the cook's wages would be

1l
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GUAN

HAN FOR REFERENCES, SHE ONLY WORKED IN ONE FAMILY SINCE
SHE STARTED, WHICH SPEAKS FOR ITSELF.»

office to print up a few dozen resig-
nation blanke with the reasons and
regrets and ete. all filled in so as if
they's any of the cabinet Lhat can't
write they won't feel embarrasged
when it comes time to hand them
one, and just leave a dotted line for
them to put their signature or mark.

Now Mr. Harding, wile as I say I
don't hold nothing vs. you for what
you done and I understand why you
couldn’t do no different, yet it seems
to me like your administration is
libel to be another farce unlest they's
at leaze one master mind connected
with it and though they's no places
left open in the cabinet, still you
haven't bound yourself In writeing in
re| to the position of secy. to
the President and If you come at me

more? I have heard reports that
this job laid between your present
secy., Mr. Christian and Richard
Washburn Child and wile I don't
know nothing vs. these gente, still
and all I don't believe its a job for a
Child or a Christian nelither one. It
wouldn't be, the way I would fll it.

* % % %
Now. Mr. Harding, let me tell you
something In regards to idears
about this job and what I would
make out of it. In the past the Presi-
dent's mecy. has just been suppose to

act like a buffet between the Presi-

dent and the peets. Well. Mr. Hard-
ing. 1 am a past master in acting
like a buffet but that wouldn't only
take a small portion of my time and
I would epend moet of my time make-
ing your job such a cinch that all as
you would need to be scared of
would be getting arrested for va-
grancy.

In the first place, of coarse I would
tend to your correspondents and keep
your pants pressed and answer the
phone. But besides that I would
write all your speechs and meesages
and I would stick words in them that
President Wilsaon never beard of and
I would also make up some funny
thinga for you to eay once a wk,
when you receive the newspaper men
50 As they could say in their etorys:

“The Presldent was in a jokeing
mood teday” and then go ahead and
spring "a little evidents to prove It.
Dureing other administrations the
newspaper boys has often sald that
about the President being in & joke-
ing mood, but they either expected
the readers to take their word for
it or else they accused him of gags
that ®ounded like they was wrote
for the gridiron club dinner,

The kind I fix up for you would be
extemporanous, like for inst. suppose
one of the correspondents said:

“Well Mr. President what about the
Armenian mandate?”

Your reply would be, “I never made
no date with no Armenian man.”

Or suppose they ast you what you
thought abeut Ireland, you would
say:

*“I guess its all riot.”

Or if one of them says, "How deo
you feel about disarmament?”

You would answer laughingly,
“You will half to tell me witch arm
you mean as I have forgot.”

That is & few zamples of the gage
T would frame up for you and in a
little wile the papers would print the
Waeshington news on the comical page
where people would see it

* * % ¥
1\TDW Mr. Harding, I been reading
i in Mr. Bernstorff's book about
his & years in America and he =ays
in it that none of the government
officials in Washington wile he was
fiere could speak any foreign janguage

i,ﬂnhm

-

in the right way—well need I sav,

|

i ark you to excuse me.

extra, but any way 1 will expect to
hear from you favorably in regurds
to this position and a8 evidents of
my guod faith I will write your In-
auguration speech and mail it to you
irn a few days and you oan use it
:-rhc;ther you eaf:ae ‘I‘;le permanently
0. N . LARDNER.
Great Neck, L. 1., Feb. 11.

Perseverance.

THE Duchesse de Clermont-Tonnerre
told at a dinner in New York a
story about Pierpont Morgan. ’
“Mr. Morgan,” she began, “used to
tell this story in praise of parm-
verance. You see, it appears that &
clerk had in view a mors responsible

L

)

position at a higher salary. He asked ~

for a reference. But Mr. Morgaa
grunted:

“‘'I'm too buey to write you & refer-
ence. Take this' And he handed the
young man a $20 note and hurried out.

“When Mr. Morgan passed through
the office some time later the elerk

hwas still there. He explained that’

$20 was of no use to him.

“*“Then have $40, aaid Mr. I.Tn.
thrustiug a second note on the aclerk
and again hurrying out.

“An hour or sc went by, there was
a loud knock, and the clerk thrust
his head into Mr, Morgan's sanctum.

“*“What! Aren't you satisfied yeot]
the old banker growled.

“‘No, Mr. Morgan. Even !f yon wers
to pay me §100——

“Mr. Morgan drew out $80 m-ore,
made the clerk take the money, then
waved him away.

“But when the old man came to de-
part that evening there was the clerk
in";ha outer olfice, waiting for hum
still.

*‘Mr. Morgan,’ he said. ‘I care noth-
ing for your money. What I want In
a reference.’

“‘But I told ¥ou my time was to‘
vaiuable—=-"

“ “That's just it,” the young man in-
terrupted. ‘Jlere's $1%) in new, crisp
$20 notes. Now you just =it down
and dictate me a good referenos, sir.
and I'l! pay you—-iet me sce, i will

stake vou about four minvtos to dle-

tate it=-1'll pay you at the rats of $25
a minute, Is it a bargain?

“Mr Morgan accept2d the money, he
darhed over to a stenographer and in
a moment he returned and handed the
voung clerk a iypewritten sheet that

““I'n Whom It May Con~ern: I, J.
Pierpont Mosgan, do by these prea-
ents declare that Georga Stickit Ie a
fool if he ieaves my empioy and dep
clines the third aseistant manager-
ship at $4500 a year that I heedy
offer him.""

The Gi;lrat Sea.

GTGNORANCE™

The speaker was an admiral,
who was discussing at a dianed
party certain strictures that had been
paxsed upon the Navy.

“Why,” he went oun, emiling whim-
sically, “ihat armchair critic is as
ignorant as the girl on the Cunarder.

“This girl, croseing to England, got
friendly with one of the ship's offi-
cers, a young man of twenty-five o
g0. The two were leaning =ide
side on the rail one day when the
officer said:

“orhere pgoes four belle. T muet
It's my watch

v Eaid:

helow

‘Wi, stop your kiddin'l' kaid the

girl. ‘Whoever heard of & wat

[




